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QUEEN ELIZABETH. 

ACT I. 

SCENE I.— In a fonst in Hertfordshire. 

Enter Queen Elizabeth, Dudley and others. 

Queen E, These woodland valleys, these beloved glades, 
Where in my youth I often chased the roe ; 
How have I longed for your verdant paths. 
When closely pent and all my limbs immured 
Within old Hatfield's tedious prison walls. 
Lord, thou hast kept my head upon my shoulders 
(For which I thank thee) through those troublous times. 
Oh ! this free air, these green and tuneful woods. 
Where the sweet birds do multiply in peace ; — 
So may my subjects multiply, nor fear 
No fierce intruder, or sly beast of prey. 

Dudley, Here is a mossy bank, beneath this oak 
With spreading arms, whereon your highness now 
May for a while recline at ease ; 1*11 lay 
This mantle down, whilom the baying hounds 
Disturb an antlered dweller in this wood. 

Queen E. I'll rest a minute, while you sing a lay, 
A madrigal, or jocund hunting song. 
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Dudley, Come to the trysting-tree, f Sings J, 

Here let us meet again, 
To hunt the fallow deer, 
In sunshine and in rain : 
The hounds shall follow 
And the welkin ring. 
While the merle and the throstle sing. 

Stand by the trysting-tree, 
They drive the deer along, 
Now let the arrow fly 
Fast from the twisted thong : 

The dogs will follow 

And the air will ring, 
While the wild birds whistle and sing. 

Good bye to the trysting-tree. 

Take up the goodly deer. 

With branching horns and hoofs of jet, 

Past is his swift career : 

The hounds will follow 

And the woods will ring, 
While the merle and the mavis sing. 

Queen E, A lively note — methinks the hounds draw near, 
We will to horse, and onward by this path 
Which winds so pleasantly along. The air 
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Is sweet and balmy ; all the umbrage round 
Is glad and beauteous in the summer sun ; — 
I hear the bugle sound ; — let us dismount 
And wait their coming. 

Dudley, We will stand aside, 

And as the stag goes by you'll have a chance. 

(Queen E. shoots and wounds a stag which turns at hay ; 

Dudley draws his hunting knife and stabs the deer, J 

Queen E, 
Well saved, I thought the deer would have stuck me, 
Your quickness saved me, many thanks my lord. 
We'll now to dinner. — Sound the bugle call. 

\Exeunt omnes. 

SCENE II,— Palace in London, 
Enter Queen Elizabeth and Cecil. 
Queen E. How shall we weather these tempestuous seas } 
I almost fear our bark will be overwhelmed ; 
So many gales and currents come athwart us ; 
The ship of state makes scarcely any way : 
The Catholics on one side weaken us. 
And would let in the priestly power of Rome, 
And on the other side, these Puritans, 
From Holland and the watery coast thereby, 
Who fled the fires of Mary, are engaged 
To level all before them. How may we 
Trinl all our sails to keep the vessel even ? 
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Cecil, Encourage Philip, throw thy glove to France ; 
'Twere meet thou parried all their threatened bloyrs 
By hopes of future marriage ; — they will keep 
The Pope at bay, and thou must crush the others, 
The levellers, within our natuiral borders. 

Queen E, Til play the lovesick lass, ^nd quiet Philip ; 
Send him my picture and a token with it ; — 
We'll ask Anjou to visit us, and fool him 
To the top of his bent ; — meanwhile the Puritans 
And eke the Catholics, must be restrained 
By hand of iron. Will this fit your lordship ? 

Cecil, My gracious lady» if you so proceed, 
We shall maintain a happy middle course, 
And reach our haven, where we fain would be. 

(Enter Messenger with letters^ Cecil reads and speaks,) 
There's news from Durham city, — young Lord Dudley 
Has fleshed his foreign sword in traitor's breasts, 
And ta'en some peels and towers. — Thomas Hedley 
Has been beheaded, and his body quartered. 
And hung about the city. — All the Catholics ' 

Who rose near Hexham have been cowed and quelled. 
And all the North is quiet. 

Queen E, Ah ! poor souls, 

It grieves me much to lose my Catholic subjects. 
Send by this messenger and thank Lord Dudley ; 
Tell him t* expect a guerdon from his prince, 
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And when the tide of battle is assuaged, 

He may return again to our fair Court. 

Cecil, I ween he'll follow soon, no sluggard he 

To sleep upon his journey. 

\Exeunt omnes. 

SCENE III. — Hall in Cumnor House , Berkshire, 

Enter Lady Dudley. 

(Noise of Trumpets.) 

Lady Dudley, I hear the blare of trumpets, Dudley comes, 
And all my 'heart goes to him. Oh fond soul ? 
Why wilt thou be so weak and womanish, 
As still to love a man who loves not tjiee } 
Yet he's my husband, and although the Queen 
May seek to entrap him with her perilous eye, 
He still may 'scape, and plume himself afresh 
With me his old companion and his wife. 
Enter Lord Dudley. 

Dudley, What hast for dinner ? for I am beset 
By a crowd of hungry fellows who will eat me. 
As old Actaeon was eaten by his hounds 
One day whilst hunting, so the poets say. [my lord, 

Lady Dudley, There's venison pasties and brave hams 
White bread and sausages and cheese to boot. 
And floods of beer and wine, if you can't wait 
For all our spits to turn and serve it hot ; — 
And there's cold baron of the best of beef. 
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Dudley, Serve on then, for we starve. {Aside.) I wonder 
If she's heard aught of my name and the queen's 
Being closely coupled. — Good my fellows all 
Prepare you for the feast, I would it were 
• A trifle hotter for your stomach's sake, 
And late achievements. 

Chaplain ash a grace. 

Dudley. Pass round the Burgundy, Til drink the health 
Of our good Queen in the great silver tankard. [Queen ; 

Lady Dudley. {Aside.) His mind is ever set upon the 
I would he'd think of me. 

Dudley. Why do you look so sad ? Cheer up good wife, 
And drink to our Queen's health. 

Lady Dudley, Pass round the cup. 

And I will drink to her or any one 
That you may choose to drink to, so my heart 
Is one with yours and has been ten swift years : 
But now the time hangs heavy on my hands ; 
You are so much about the Court, and stay 
No time at all with me in this fair house. 
{Drinks the health.) 

Dudley. I have outstepped the orders of the Queen 
By coming here while on our way from Hexham, 
And therefore must depart without delay. 
So now farewell good wife. 

Lady Dudley, Adieu, adieu. 

Exeunt Dudley and soldiers. 
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Is there na other man within this realm, 

The Queen could love, she needs must fix on Dudley ? 

We were like two sweet doves upon one branch, 

Billing and cooing, when the Queen swept by 

And turned aside his heart. He thinks indeed, 

To sit as king beside her on the throne. 

* Tis wild an^bition in his heart not love ; 

But I shall be destroyed betwixt these twain. 

{Exeunt Lady Dudley.) 
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ACT II. 

Scene I. Council room in Palace in London, 

Enter two Maids of Honour. 

\st Maid of H, There's news from Cumnor House, Lord 
Dudley's lady 
Has foully fallen down the slippery stairdase, 
And broke her neck. \ foully, 

^nd Maid of H, Bad, news indeed, — poor lady, — you say 
Who could have done it .? 

\st MaidofH, By Leicester's orders 

A servant pushed her when her back was turned'. 

^nd Maid of H, Oh shameful treachery! — so mean an 
action 
Doth well become Lord Dudley. 

\st Maid of H, Here they come. 

Enter Queen E., Dudley and others. 
Enter Ambassador from Mary Queen of Scots. 
Ambassador, All hail our high and gracious Majesty ! 
The Queen of Scots has sent me now to you, 
To announce the birth of a right princely heir 
Born to my Queen and to the good Lord Darnley, 
United in most holy matrimony. 
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Queen E. Lord Damley is my subject, he has married 
The Queen of Scots without my leave or license. [lists. 

Ambassador, The Queen of Scots can marry whom' she 
I beg your highness pardon. 

Queen E, , Let this pass. 

You'll sup with us to-night. 

Ambassador, We do accept 

Your offered kindness, madam. 

Exit Ambassador. 

Queen E, Thus am I left to wither on my stem. 
With no fair prince of mine own blood to follow ; 
Yet will I reign sole Queen, — Fll have no Philip 
To lord it over me, and bring these kingdoms 
An offering to the Pope. This Scottish sprout, 
Methinks, will wear the crown of these three realms. 
And rule them when Fm gone. Oh base betrayal ! 
The crown of England handed to my vassal, 
Whose fathers bent the knee to mighty Edward, 
My great Progenitor. Still he boasts a share 
Of the same kingly blood, though basely blended. 

Dudley. Oh sun of this fair world, nature's directress. 
Unerring ruler of my feeble heart. 
Which thou dost warm by thy bright radiant beams. 
It were a thought too rash and impious, 
To ask thee to abandon thy high heaven, 
And quench thy beams in a poor subject's love ; 
Yet were it a good action, — for by this 
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Thou might* St raise up a barrier 'gainst this prince, 
And leave a fair son of thy own t' inherit. 

Queen E. Take that thou base knave, 
f giving him a box on the ear J there's a second for thee. 
How darest thou insult thy monarch thus ? 
Were't not that in my bosom there's some pity, 
I e'en would string thee up in thine own garters. 
And make thee food for kites. Yea, by my fay, 
Thou'dst make a pretty parson, wouldst thou praise 
Our Lord in heaven as thou praisest me ? 

Dudley, Thou makest mine ears tingle ; 'tis not meet 
To treat a dog thus, much less one like me. 
Thine own true knight, and faithful as a hound, . 
Which laps the hand that beats it. 

Queen E, Nay not so, 

Thou art a puppy that presumes too far. 
And so needs checks. I'll send a messenger 
Unto my Cousin the fair Queen of Scots ; 
Congratulating her upon her safe 
Delivery, and christ'ning cup withal. 

Dudley, I'll be the bearer, an your highness please. 
And take your gracious message. 

Queen E, I much fear 

Thou'dst anger her or cut some desperate caper. 
It is not safe to send by such a madcap. 
Cecil Ho ! 

Enter Cecil. 
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Commend me by some prudent messenger, • 

Unto my gracious Cousin with this cup. 

Tell her I pledge her in a thousand healths, 

And may she live as long as old Methusalem, 

And die a saint ; — burying six husbands 

Should she so desire. 

Yet say not this, for it might anger her. 

I have no faith in woman, they're as vain. 

As composite and varied as the world. 

And there's no holding them to any purpose — 

Any set purpose. Fickle too and proud. 

And faithless, changing with the wind. 

Which ever changes. Wherefore holds she not, 

To me and to my kingdom ; but inclines 

To France and those sly Guises, crafty folks. 

Filled with Italian devilry ? 

Cecil, My gracious princess say you this in sport ? 

Queen E, Nay in broad earnest. Jest we not with kings ; 
They are too testy, 'tis not safe to flout them. 
Tell her, I'll lay my kingdom to an orange. 
That this young sprig after my death succeeds me. — 
Why do I talk of death, I hate the name on't. 
That grim destroyer of our earthly bliss ; 
Now, while the warm blood circles in my veins, 
I scarce can think I'm mortal, yet I know 
That kings like meaner men must also die. 
Sing^ me a tripping measure, let me cheer 
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My heavy, heart with music's sweetest note. 

Music. {chorus sings.) 

Fairies come hither, 

0*er the green sward, 

Come to your mistress, 

Come to your lord ; 

Weave your best dances, 

Sing soothing lays. 

Rain sweetest fancies. 

Her heart to upraise. 

Fairies come hither, 
Whereever you stay, 
Waking or sleeping. 
Hasten this way ; 
Fan your sweet mistress, 
With dew-laden wings. 
And drive from her spirit, 
The troubles of kings. 

Fairies come hither, 

Do not delay. 

Sip not the honey-dew. 

On your swift way ; 

Wake not the grasshopper, 

Hasten amain, 

Tend your sweet mistress, 

In sorrow again. 
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Breathe of the woodland, 
Sing of the dawn, 
Tell what the fallow deer, 
Says to its fawn; 
Under the bushes, 
As darksome they lie. 
Sung to by thrushes, 
A sweet lullaby. 

[Exeuni omnes, 

SCENE II. Tuthury Castle, Staffordshire. 
Enter Queen Mary and Attendant. 

Queen M, So far have I progressed on English ground, 
And now am sheltered by these princely walls, 
Advancing to a throne by much excelling 
My Scottish seat. — How contrary and restless. 
My people seem beside these southern men, 
Much do I love these English, — there is Norfolk, 
Will risk his head for me — the Bishop writes roe. 

Attendant, My Lady, there's a packet Doxfurd tells me. 
Hid in the trunk of the old blasted oak. 

Queen M, To-morrow, an we ride we'll win that packet, 
*Tis from Rodolphi ; — May our Holy Father 
Have sent us his best blessing. Oh loved Rome ! 
How highly favoured am I, would that I 
May win all England to thy holy Sway, 
And Scotland after. — ' Tis a glorious work, 
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To crush all heretics and raise the Church 
Again in all her splendour. 

Attendant, Fair Queen, I would. 

Thou now wert sitting on our royal throne, 
With all our prelates and nobility, 
In solemn state around thee. ^ 

Queen M, Would it were so ! 

The omens all are very much untoward, 
And fortune ever leaves me in the ditch. 
When mounted high upon the Gallic throne. 
With Francis at my side, that young king, died ; 
And then with Darnley scarce had I been mated. 
When he stabbed Rizzio with a thousand strokes. 
And was himself blown up with gunpowder 
By Bothwell, in that lone house. Kirk o* the Fields. 
. Soon after on my way to see my son 
At Stirling Castle, was I seized by Bothwell, 
And taken to Dunbar, where I was married 
'Against my will. Afterwards, as a prisoner, 
I spent long hours in Leven's lonely walls ; 
From which by Douglas' help Fscaped by night. 
In a small boat. Then at Langside in battle, 
Fortune deserted me, and I fled here. 
To England, but Bothwell fled to Denmark ; 
Where in a dungeon deep he lies and shall lie. 
So much incensed is King Frederick, 
Against his mad procedure. Oh my heart ! 
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How do I long to see my infapt son, 

That bonnie child, just three years old this day : 

But here again my fortune baffles me. 

SCENE UL'-Palace in London, 

Court in mourning for Massacre of St. Bartholomew, 
Ambassadors from France approaching. 

Queen E. By the blue heavens, and by the unchanging seas. 
That guard our coasts from those base loons of France, 
I swear, while stays my reason dominant, 
Never to wed with such a murderous prince, 
Nor mate with such a coward. 

Enter Ambassadors. 

\st Amh, Hail gracious Monarch ! fairest princess. Iiail ! 

Queen E, What brings ye to our Court } 

\st Amh, The wish to please thee, 

And to announce the righteous punishment, 
Our king has meted to his rebel foes. 

Queen E, We hear thee with sad ears and aching hearts ; 
How can the murder of these Christian men 
Benefit France ? nay t'will bring down upon him, 
A double vengeance both of God and man. 

1^/ Amh, We trow not madam, for our first desire 
Is for the welfare of our Sovereign lord. 

Queen E. Ah ! he will rue for this. — There's countless 
thousands 
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Will curse the memory of that bloody day, 

And wish it were undone. — The whole round world 

Sliall brand the name of Charles, and curse his deed. 

Oh 1 ' twas a sinful action, he's been urged 

By fiends in Hell, who soon will be his fellows. 

But lest we fail in hospitality, 

And in the courtesy that's due to kings, 

We bid you to our table, there to lave 

Your thirsty throats, with the best wines of France, 

And share the venison we have lately slain. 

With our own royal hand. 

\_Exeunt omnes. 
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ACT III. 

SCENE I. — Chamber im Fotheringay Castle, 

Mary Quekn of Scots and Attendant. 

Queen M, Oh Mary mother of our God, I pray thee, 
By all thy sufferings for thy slaughtered Son, 
And by the five wounds made upon His body, 
When on the cross He painfully expired. 
Giving his life to save our souls from Hell, 
That thou wouldst intercede 'twixt Him and me. 
And save me from this long and living death. 
Prisoner have I been now these eighteen years. 
And see no hope of rescue. 

Attendant. Prythee, be of cheer, 

Tis often darkest just ere break of dawn. 

Queen M, My patience is most sorely tried ; my son 
Who has full kingly power, makes no attempt 
To aid me to achieve my liberty. 
But reigns in peace upon my throne, — 
The Holy Father seems to have forgotten 
His suffering child. — ^The English queen in quiet 
Holds the round ball of empire ; while time flies. 
And I get old in prison. My hair is grey ; . 
My beauty, which took captive kings and princes. 
Is past away, and I am left a mock 
For the whole world to gibe at. 
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Spain has deceived me, after promising 
Great things, but doing nothing. Oh my heart ! 
The world's a dreary prison, friends are false. 
Children ungrateful, and our adversaries 
Triumph on every side. 

Attendant. See, there's a packet, 

Pushed through a crevice in the wall, I'll go 
And get it. . 

Queen M. Who can have brought it ? 
Attendant, I think Tom the Brewer. 

I heard him whistling when he fetched your ale. 
Perhaps it is a message from some friend ; 
For Tom's a Catholic and a friend of ours. 

Queen M. {opens the packet and reads letters,^ 
This is good news, our friends are moving all : 
Ballard the priest, disguised as a soldier, 
, Has come from France, leaving the seminary 
At Rheims, where he was trained up for the Church. 
He has got Anthony Babington of Dethick, 
To frame, with the assistance of his friends, 
A plan of insurrection and invasion, 
A scheme for my delivery from prison. 
And also that six noble gentlemen. 
His private friends and likewise Catholic, 
Will undertake to execute the Queen 
Who now usurps the throne that's mine by right. 

Attendant. Is this a trap for you baited by Walsingham, 
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To catch you napping ? 

Queen M, Nay I think the Brewer 

Is a true Catholic and a loyal man 
To me his rightful Queen. — I'll write some letters, 
And send them the same way by which these came, 
Saying, that I approve of their designs 
That those most loyal gentlemen should have 
Whatever rewards I e'er have power to give ; 
And that undoubtedly 'tis necessary 
In the first place, Elizabeth must die : 
The rest we'll settle after at our leisure, 
As then there's no dispute about my title 
To the two thrones. 

Attendant. When you write these letters, 

I'll see the Brewer has them, and a guerdon ; 
And hope he'll be a trusty messenger ; 
But much my mind misgives me. 

Queen M. I've sealed these letters, you will carry them 
To Tom the Brewer, caution him to use 
The strictest secrecy, nor tell a soul 
What he is doing, — no not e'en the priest. 

Attendant, My lady there's his wife to reckon with. 
And women's tongues will wag. 

Queen M. Tell him, to keep his counsel. — 
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SCENE II. — Council Chamber in Palace in London, 

Enter Queen E. Walsingh am, 'Burleigh. 

Walsingham, My gracious queen, the plot is nearly ripe ; 
And like a goodly pear, *tis time to pluck it 
Before it goes too far. The proofs are certain. 
We'll punish the conspirators. A warrant 
Should be at once sent out for Babington, 
And for the others written on this list. 
Here is a letter from the Queen of Scots, 
(Addressed to Babington), she gave a Brewer 
To get conveyed to him, and other letters 
Directed to these arch-conspirators. 

Queeft E, (reads letters.) (To Burleigh.) 
These are her handwriting indeed, my lord ; 
What think you ? Shall we issue this said warrant, 
And 'rest them for high treason } Truly Mary, 
Is compassing her own destructi6n, 
* By thus attempting mine. — We much have laboured. 
To turn her from her wild and perilous course ; 
But mad ambition urges her too far, 
And she o'ervaults and falls. There is no keeping 
A truce with her, she breaks her faith too oft. 
And therefore none can trust her. — Was she not 
Consenting to her husband Darnley's death ? 
And ere his body had received fair burial 
Was she not married to his murderer } 
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And while still bound to Bothwell by the law, 
Did she not plot to marry with our subject 
The Duke of Norfolk, who complotted with her 
To raise her to mv throne, for which he suffered 
Acknowledging the justice of his sentence ? 

Burleigh, Madam *tis too true. With Rome and Philip, 
She is in league,^ and seeks to rui»n England. 
The safety of the state requires her death. 
As to this warrant, about which you ask me ; 
*Tis clear the letters are the Queen's, and therefore 
There is full proof they circumvent your life. 
Which is not to be borne. — They needs must die. 
And so this warrant should be forwarded 
At once, and all arrestpd for high treason. 
(Queen E. signs warrant,) 

\_Exeunt omnes. 



SCENE \\V,—Chamher in Fotheringay Castle. 

Enter Mary Queen of Scots, Lady in Waiting. 

Queen M, Merciful mother ! has it come to this. 
That I a crowned Queen, must lose my head. 
Although anointed by God*s Holy Priest, 
And dowered with sword and sceptre. Can it be. 
That I, descended from a race of Kings, 
Who ruled in both our Britains from long syne, 
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Must instant yield my neck unto the block, 

And impious axe ? — Perish the thought, 

It cannot, nay it must not be, that I 

Shall in this grievous manner end my days. 

Though weak and worn by long imprisonment. 

Elizabeth thou hast refused me justice. 

And hast sent down perjured commissioners. 

Who denied advocates and needful papers — 

I here arraign thee, and I summon thee, 

To answer 'fore High Heaven and the Saints 

For this foul wrong. — May God avenge my death ! 

Lady, Thou hast great cause to mourn, and to give vent 
To thy strong passion, in this desperate hour. 
When God and man have left thee to incur 
The vengeance of this woman. — 'Tis too late. 
Again to ask her mercy. — 

Enter Governor's Lady. 

Gov, Lady, My gracious queen, the executioners. 
With Shrewsbury, Derby, Kent and Cumberland, 
Have come from London, and they bid me tell you. 
That you must now prepare yourself for death 
By eight to-morrow morning. — Would it please 
Your grace to see the dean of Peterborough, 
Who wai.ts your highness pleasure ? 

Queen M, I will not see him ; but will pass the time 
In prayer before this crucifix, and reading 
My ancient breviary. {Exit Governor's Lady. 
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SCENE IN.— Hall in Fotheringay Castle, 

Scaffold covered with black. 

Enter Sheriff, Noblemen, Queen M., 

Melvil hearing up her train. — Queen is seated. 

Beak reads the Warrant of her execution, 
Fletcher^ Dean of Peterborough, outside the rails, 

Fletcher, Your highness, I exhort you to abjure 
The false religion of the Romish Church ; 
The worship of the Virgin, and the Saints, 
Of images and crosses and the mass. — 
Nor think you that a priest can pardon give, 
Nor make atonement for you. 

Queen M, Oh forbear, . 

I do desire you. — As my firm resolve. 
Is now to die in my most Holy Faith, 
The Roman, Catholic and Apostolic, 
And all your exhortations will not move me 
A single hair from this my fixed intention. 
Therefore forbear, I pray you. — 

Fletcher, Til say no more your highness. — 
The two executioners kneeling, 

1st Exec, I ask your pardon for the fatal act. 
We are about to do unto your person. 

2nd, Exec, I pray the same, — we act upon compulsion. 

Queen M, I freely do forgive you, and the authors 
Of this my sudden death and execution, 
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E*en as I hope to be forgiven by Him, 

Who made me. — I protest most solemnly, 

That as a royal and anointed Queen, 

I'm guiltless of the blood of any man, 

Or woman either. There's no power on earth, 

Can bring me to account. The Lord alone. 

Can judge me and to Him I now appeal. 

Chants, — jMiserere mei Deus secundum magnam 
misericordiam Tuam 
Et secundum multitudinem missrationum Tuarum' 

dele iniquitatem meam. 
Into Thy hands O God, I yield my spirit. 

(The executioners sever her head from her body at two strokes. J 

[Exeunt Sheriff, &^c. 

Chorus. Fallen is the Pearl of Beauty, ^ Sings.) 

Past away as in her prime ; 
Finished is her earthly duty. 

She is ta'en before her time ; 
]\Iay good Angels, 
Waft her up to Heaven sublime. 

She has neither friend nor lover, 

In this prison house below. 
Oh then may sweet Angels hover, 

And divert her heart from woe. 
Pointing upwards, 
Ever upwards as they go. 



QUEEN ELIZABETH. 25 

Fame. The Queen of Scotia's fallen, she was slain 
By the same axe that smote fair Anna Boleyn. 
Oh fatal axe, who hast so keen a temper 
Thou wert not satisfied with one fair Queen ; 
But needst must have another, and still thirstest. 
For in the distance lo I see her grandson, 
A crowned King of Britain's sea-girt Isle, 
With head dissevered by thy gory edge. 
Yet though she played at hazard, and has lost ; 
Her children's sons shall sit upon this throne 
For countless generations, and shall rule 
The empire of the seas ; — ^The tongue she spake 
Shall be the universal language spoken 
Wherever the sea laves, — and her sad death 
Shall be lamented by our British race. 
So long as the sun shines and her sons rule. 
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ACT IV. 

SCENE I. — Council Room in Palace in London, 

Enter Queejn E. and Burleigh. 

Queen E, Beloved England whom I love, with all 
The love I might have given to a husband, 
Art thou not noble, there's no other land 
That boasts a race so fearless. I am proud 
To wear thy Kingly crown, and while I wear it, 
I vow before high Heaven and all the Saints, 
No foreigner shall enter, save as slave. 
Or suppliant at my feet ; but not as conqueror. - 

Burleigh, Amen I say to that, and we thy subjects. 
Will do our utmost to repel thy foes. — 

Queen E, Thou'st been Ulysses to this Kingdom Cecil, 
And guided through great straits. The Pope of Rome 
Shall have no entrance here, no not a foot on't, 
We*ll turn his messengers the way they came, 
And hang his legates should they venture here. 
As to this huge fleet hieing here from Spain, 
Whom think ye is the best man to oppose them 
As Admiral of all our fleet } 

Burleigh. Lord Howard, 

He has a lofty soul, is brave and fearless. 
Comes of an ancient stock allied with kings, 
The sailors love him, he will drive these Spaniards 
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From *twixt the narrow seas, and save our state 
From being o'errun from Flanders. 

Queen E, He is an Englishman, though Catholic, 
And we dare trust him. — Under our great seal. 
Let him have sole authority, and charge, 
.Over our fleet. 'Tis good methinks, to hasten 
To cheer our citizens, and merchants all, 
And bid them help us. Til to the Guildhall, 
Where I will urge them to send out their vessels, 
And any prize they make shall be their own. 

\Exeunt Queen E. and Burleigh. 



SCENE \\,—At Tilbury. 
Army drawn up. 

Enter Quern, Dudley, and others on horseback, 

Dudley, The Spanish king is so incensed against you. 
They say he's made large offers to the Catholics, 
To have you ta'en or slain. It is not safe 
To trust your person to these arm6d men. — 

Queen E, Shake in your shoes yourself, lieutenant-general. 
But tempt not me, — I will address the army.^=- 

Rides up_ to the Soldiers, 

My loving soldiers, we have been adyised. 
By some that are too careful of our safety, 
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Not to commit our sacred person to you. — 

Is there a single man in all your ranks, 

Who dare assassinate his anointed queen ? 

'Tis only tyrants fear. — Next to my God, 

I place my strength and safeguard in the hearts 

Of you my loyal subjects ; — So IVe come, 

To live and die amongst you ; if need be 

In the heat of battle ; and even in the dust 

(For God and for my country,) to lay down 

My honor and my blood. I have the body 

Of a weak feeble woman, but the heart 

Of an English King. — I think foul scorn that Spain 

Or Parma dare invade this freebom isle. 

Sooner than loss of honor come by me, 

I'll take up arms myself, and be your general, 

And also your rewarder. There's no doubt. 

Through your obedience to your oflScers, 

Your conduct in the camp, and valour fighting. 

We soon shall have a victory, and conquer 

The enemies of my God, my realm, and people.— 

Officer, Cheers for our gracious Queen. 

Soldiers. Hip, hip, hurrah, 

We'll drive them to the sea, — if they dare land. — 
Queen E. Farewell, brave men. 

\Exeuni Queen, &c., on horseback. 
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SCENE 111.— The Hoe, Plymouth. 
Enter Lord Howard, Drake, Frobisher, and others. 

Drake. Come on my comrades for a game of bowls. 
To pass the time until these Spaniards come, 
If ever they do come, for there's no sign 
Of their approach. Old Jose is gone to meet them 
In his small fishing smack, to tempt them hither 
By a fond story, that our sailors all 
Have been discharged, and that ^our empty ships 
Lie rotting at this port. 

{To Lord Howard.) Will you play my lord ? 

Howard. Odds or even ? 

Drake. Odds. — ^'Tis mine my lord. 

Howard. Well bowled. 

But ril be even with you yet. 

Drake. A miss. 

Frobisher. My comrades all, let's have a stoop of wine. . 
Enter Fleming, a Scotch Pirate. 

Fleming. The Spanish fleet lies all across the Channel, 
I saw them sou-west of the Eddystone, 
Making for Plymouth. There's six score of them. 
And big ones too, they have a power of guns. — 

Drake. There is no hurry friends ; — they come, do they ? 
Let them pass on. — We'll harry them in the rear. 
We have fair winds, and God Almighty's favor. 

[Exeunt omnes. 
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. SCENE lY.'-The English Channel off Plymouth. 

Enter Drake, Bulteel, and Sailors, on Deck of Ship. 

Drake, See in the distance how the haughty Spaniards 
Advance in a huge crescent. — They outnumber 
Our ships by four to one, and ours are less 
In size and weight of metal ; but ere now 
I've beat 'em with worse odds. — We'll try and get 
The wind of them, and then attack them quick. 
The Admiral has ordered that we come 
To no close quarters, nor attempt to board 'em. 

Spanish Ships advance. 
Ha ! that's well done, brave Frobisher alone 
Gives it them hot. — Here comes a galleon, 
We'll send a broadside into. Hip ! hurrah I 
She strikes her flag the prize is ours, hurrah ! 
Bulteel and Sailors. Hurrah ! hurrah ! Three cheers for 
merry England ! 

[Exeunt omnes. 
Spanish AdmiraVs Ship. 
Enter Duke of Medina Sidonia and Captain. 
Duke. I see that pirate Drake has ta'en a vessel, 
And there's a second taken. We'll push on 
Nevertheless to Flanders, as the troops 
Await our coming ; — we must ferry them 
Across the narrow strait, nor stay to thrash 
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These rovers of the sea. Give you the signal now, 
Advance on Flanders. 

Captain, *Tis done my lord. 

Duke, •' * Tis well, 

We soon will carry all our troops across, 
And land at Deal, then march on London city — 
Proclaim our Philip King at Westminster — 
And England will be ours, as 'tis by right 
Through marriage with Queen Mary, and the gift 
Of our most Holy Father. — We'll avenge 
The martyrdom of the late Scottish Queen, 
On this Elizabeth, the base-bom child 
Of heretic Henry, and of Anna Boleyn ; 
And burn her soon at Tyburn, unless she 
Unto our Holy Church is reconciled ; — 
And marries our Lord Philip. [taken 

Captain, We'll thrash these English pirates ; they have 
From us on the high seas, in time of peace 
Millions of money, and have also burnt 
Our cities o'er the ocean, in the Indies. — 
Those that escape from drowning, and our guns, 
We'll hang to all'the yard arms of our vessels. 
So much we hate them for their heresy, 
Leaving our Holy Church, and desecrating 
The sacred buildings raised unto our God, 
Spurning the Mass, and all our hallowed things, [number, 

Duke, The English ships though small increase in 
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They seem to issue from the various ports, 
And press our rear ; — I think we'll steer for Calais 
And have a breathing time. What say you Captain ? 
Captain. * Tis good my Lord, — * Twill do our men no 
harm. 

( Spanish fleet enters the port of Calais,) 

(Deck of English AdmiraVs ship off Calais,) 

Howard. The enemy appear in some confusion ; 
We'll fill eight ships with tar barrels and timber, 
And send unlit among them,, through the harbour. 
This will afear them, and I reckon too 
Will work the more confusion. 

Captain. I've sent these ships into the port my lord, 
One following the other, and the Spaniards 
Are all astir. 

Howard. I see they mean to flit. 

All must be quick to send a broadside into them, 
While sailing, as they hug the shore of Flanders. 

Captain. My lord, we're all prepared to pepper them, 
And they will get some salt into the bargain. 

Howard. Should any make a shift to steer for Spain, 
Prepare to follow them. 

Captain. We will my lord. 

(Signal run up for a broadside.) 

Howard. I see, there's twelve ships either sunk or taken. 
We give thee thanks for this, Oh ! Holy Virgin. 
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Our Queen shall know and quickly too ; Til send 
A messenger to her with all these flags, 
And also say ^e're runniftg short of powder. 

{Spanish AdmiraVs Vessel off Zealand,^ 
{Council of War,) 
Duke. Captains, and Officers, our ammunition 
Begins to fail, our ships have had great damage, 
The fireships that those godless heretics 
Sent right into our midst, which happily 
They had not time to light, prevented us 
From patching up our ships in Calais Harbour. 
The Duke of Parma, who waits near by us, 
In Flanders, has refused to place his army 
On board our ships, he dares not venture them 
Under our sole protection. What think you 
Brave gentlemen, should we return to Spain ? 
The winds are contrary, we cannot sail 
The way we came, but must perforce sail on 
All round th' Orkneys, and gain the open sea ; 
For there's no port in Flanders we can keep 
Against their fireships, and refit our vessels. 

\st. Captain, Let us sail on, there's nought else to be 

done. 
2nd, Captain, They hold the sea we can't attempt a 

landing, 
Or sending fireships into any port, — • 
There's such a number of these petty vessels 
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All hovering around us. 

Duke, Let us steer north, and so get round the Orkneys. 
{Sails on to Flamborough Head,) 
{Followed by the English Fleet,) 
See how the clouds are gathering, a wild storm 
Will soon be down upon us, and the English 
Are sailing for their ports. — I dare not follow ; 
We have no powder, and our ships are leaky ; 
It takes all hands at the pumps. 

{Terrific Gale.) 
Surely the Virgin and the Saints are contrary, 
Most certainly the winds are. — When we started. 
We had to turn back in the Bay of Biscay, 
And to refit in Cadiz. Ever since 
We have been losing, and look to losing more. 

Captain, This is a fearful storm, we scarce can turn 
This cape tl^at juts so far into the ocean : 
Our men on deck are drenched with the salt water, 
And those below half-drowned. — The fires are out 
And we can cook no food. — Alack the day I 
That ever we left Spain. — ^We're steering now 
Straight for the North, into the frozen regions, 
And never shall see Spain and its fair coast. 

Duke. I think the wind is lessening, but our ships 
Are sadly scattered ; — I only see five sail : 
Thank God the English fleet has sailed away, 
Or we should have to strike our flag to them. 
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Each ship must now make the best shift it may, 
(Signal this J 
(Aside,) And may the good saints care for the hindmost. 
Captain. *Tis signalled — ^*tis a race for Spain my lord, — 
English fleet off Flambrd Head. 
Deck of English AdmiraVs ship. 
Howard. A storm is brewing, we will turn our ships. 
There's not a grain of powder, and our men / 

Lie rotting in their bunks, — sans food or clothing ; 
The Holy Angels help us ! 
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ACT V. 

SCENE I. — Cheapside^ London, 
Enter two Citizens. 

1st, Citizen. Hast heard the news ? 

2nd. Citizen. Nay I've heard nothing. 

1st. Citizen. They say the Queen's bewitched by young 
Lord Essex. 

2nd. Citizen. Why that's no news whatever; she has been 
Beside herself for that young silly spitfire 
These ten years past or more. — 

1st. Citizen. He's off to Ireland, 

As general in chief of all the forces, 
And promises to quiet all that country 
And bring Tyrone in chains unto the Tower. 

2nd. Citizen, I wonder she will send him. — Not long since 
He asked the Queen to send him there as head, 
And when she this denied him, turned his back 
Upon the Queen : — she gave him then a buffet 
Upon his ear he will not soon forget, — 
The foolish fellow 'stead of asking pardon. 
Which was but due to her as queen and lady, 
Claps his right hand upon his sword, and swears 
He would not bear such blows e'en from her father : 
Yet the Queen humoured him, and soon restored him 
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To all her former favour ; and they say, 
She likes him all the better. 

Isf. Citizen. Well poor Burleigh 

Has left this shifting scene, so there's more room 
For this young spark. — 

^nd. Citizen. I hope he'll quiet Ireland. 

\Exeunt Citizens. 



SCENE II. — Council-room in Palace in London. 
Enter Queen Elizabeth and Walsingham. 

Queen E. I have received a letter from Lord Essex, 
Informing me he shortly will be here, 
To make report in person of his doings 
Since he left England ; and complaining much, 
That we have not fulfilled our part, in sending 
Both men and money, powder too, and shot. — 
Why the fool thinks that we are made of money ; 
And as for men he took enough with him 
To conquer ten such islands. — 'Tis not true 
He acted fairly, but has got Tyrone, 
To bribe him to go south, and leave that Earl 
Safe in his Northern bogs. — 

Walsingham. I cannot say. 

The question is a weighty one, the scales 
Seem to incline the way you put it, madam. 
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Queen E, Fm not quite blind, and this is not a post. 

Enter Essex, — kneels. 
Essex, I come to beg your pardon dearest madam, 

For leaving Ireland Tore the country's quiet : 

But when Fd pacified the South, and turned 

To quell the North, — the South broke out again, 

And so the game went on, till all my men 

Were sick and sore with constant travelling 

Through mire and bogs. All outside of the Pale, 

There is no dwelling fit to house a dog ; 

The people dress in skins of sheep and wolves. 

And seem like both in nature. As we went 

South into Munster, all men fawned upon us, 

And patiently submitted ; — when we turned 

Our back they rose and every oath forswore. 

We're short of men and powder, clothes and food— 

Queen E. Forbear, you'd try the patience of a saint. 
I love my Irish subjects and you slander them. 
I do depose you from your offices ; 
Arrest this man and send him, Walsingham, 
To the Tower, where he may safely lie until 
His Peers can judge him. I am sick of traitors. 

Essex, Madam, you gave me once a ring, to use 

In my extremity ; — I will use it now. 
{Shows a Ring,) 
Queen E. Put up your ring, and go unto your house, 

Where you'll remain a prisoner till my pleasure 

Be further known. \_Exit Essex. 
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SCENE HI. — Imide House in Cheapsidcy London. 

1st. Citizen seated. 

Enter 2nd. Citizen. 

1st. Citizen. Good morrow Thomas. 
2nd. Citizen. God give you good day. 

\st. Citizen. Tis a black day for Essex, and Southampton. 
2nd. Citizen. Well, serve them right, for making such a 
gairboil ; 
Trying to raise the City 'gainst the Queen. 
Upsetting all our business. I've no patience 
With lordlings such as these, so soft and supple ; 
Who have held godly meetings in their houses, 
And have put on a most austere behaviour. 
To catch the citizens, and make them think 
They had turned Puritan. 'Tis all to blind 
The people, and to win them to their side — [them, 

\st. Citizen. But our good mayor was beforehand with 
And made a proclamation that no man 
Must issue from his house, so that as soon 
As the Earl brake forth crying, ** For the Queen, the Queen, 
A plot's laid for my life ; " no one stood by him ; 
But all our citizens kept very close, 
Like mice, (when the cat's abroad,) 
Within their holes. So back he went by boat 
To Essex House, and was arrested there, 
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And taken to the Tower ; where now he suffers 
This wintry morning, and Southampton with him. 

2nd, Citizen, So may the enemies of this good land, 
And of our brave Queen likewise lose their lives. 
I'll back into my house or the mayor's men 
May catch me tripping. — 

[Exit 2nd. Citizen. 

SCENE IV. — Room in the house of the Earl of Nottingham^ 

{formerly Lord Howard,) — London, 

Countess of Nottingham on a couch, — 

Enter her Daughter, 

Countess, I cannot die in peace without confession, 

Send quickly for the Bishop, there is something 

I wish to give him, — It will ease my soul 

In its departure ; — so I pray thee hasten. 

Daughter, I will sweet mother ; — I will send at once. 

Enter Bishop of London. 
Bishop, Good morrow madam, I trust your ladyship 

Is free from pain. 

Countess, Pain of the body yes, but not the souFs. — 
Bishop, Can I assist you then in your devotion } 
Countess, I cannot pray. Deep sin is on my conscience, 

I have betrayed Lord Essex to his death ; 

Having kept back a ring the Queen had given him, 
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To use in his extremity. He gave it 

Into my charge and bade me give*t the Queen ; 

But this I failed to do, from an old grudge 

We had against him. — Here's the ring forsooth. 

I pray you now to give it to the Queen, 

And beg you also will return to me, 

Arid say how she receives it. 

Bishop, A grievous fault my lady, but confession 
Will aid your soul, pray therefore constantly, 
For God to grant you pardon through His Son : 
Man cannot pardon you, but God alone. 
I will go now, and give the Queen this rin]§^, 
And certify you after how she takes it. 

\Exit Bishop, 



SCENE Y,— Palace near London. 

Queen Elizabeth standing. 

Queen E, How sad and heavy is my heart ! — ^^I lost 
The best part pf myself when Essex died. 
Oh what a man it was, in gait how noble. 
You'd think a god was walking this vile earth, 
And that he soon must quit. So like Apollo 
In manly beauty and in godlike grace. 
He was indeed a man, (alas the day,) 
Of such huge pride, that though he had a riE 
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I gave him, and had promised him withal, 
Whene'er he did return it, I would pardon 
Aught he might do against my sacred person, 
He would not use it. 

{Knocking heard,) 

Who wants admission ? 

Bishop. Tis London. 

Queen E. Good Bishop enter — now good day my lord. 

Bishop. My gracious lady, God give you good even. 

Queen E. What do you want with me } Your fix^d eye 
Assures me you have something to disclose, 
That much concerns me. Quickly tell it me. 

Bishop. *Tis true, but can your feeble body bear it ? 
I fear 'twill overcome you. I have brought 
A goodly ring, that once graced Essex' finger — 

Queen E. A ring you say, 

Bishop gives the ring to the Queen. 

Who gave you this my lord "^ 
Bishop. The dying Countess. — On her knees she begged 
me 
To hand it to you, and to let you know, 
'Twas Essex* self that gave it her, but malice 
Kept her from giving it to you, so now 
She cannot die in peace but craves your pardon, 
'Twas an old grudge she says against Lord Essex 
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That prompted her to keep it back, but certds 
I think the Devil tempted her, and won. 

Queen E. I cannot pardon her. The finest man 
In the whole world, has thereby lost his head, 
'Tis true the Devil did it, — and I marvel 
She has the hardihood to own her fault, 
When she can make no recompense nor give 
Back to this life, the brave, the good Lord Essex. 
Oh ! I am. all dissolved away in tears : 
'Tis three years since his noble life was ta'en ; 
He must have thought I had no conscience, 
To take no notice of his loving message. 
You say he sent a message, — may the fiends 
Escort the Countess' soul, — she's blasted mine. 

Bishop. Alas my noble Queen ! 

Queen E, Queen me no more, 

But haste and tell the Countess what I say. 
I'll keep this fatal ring anear my heart, 
Which she has broken. 

(Faints.) 
Attendants prop her up on the floor on pillows, 

[Exit Bishop. 
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SCENE Wl.—The same. 

Queen Elizabeth reclining on the floor on pilloim, 
with attendant. 

Attendant, She sleeps, perchance the cordial she has taken 
May do her heart some good. — Oh queenly creature 
What a fair soul is prisoned in this body ! 
Ten days she's lain like this, alas the day ! 

Queen E, f moans J Essex. 

Attendant, She calls on Essex, 'tis his death 

Indeed, that troubles her, she cannot bring him 
Back to this life, having once ta'en his head. 
Ah weary soul ! what can I do to aid thee ? 
I'll send for our Archbishop, his good counsel 
May soothe her spirit. 

Enter Archbishop of Canterbury. 

Archbishop, How fares our gracious lady ? 

Attendant, Worse I fear, she moans and calls on Essex, 
Methinks your grace, it is his spirit haunts her. — 

Archbishop, No spirit walks this earth, but by the 
sufferance 
Of our good Lord in Heaven, and with the purpose 
Of winning men's souls from their evil ways : 
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They do not walk for vengeance. 

^kneels and prays) Father in Heaven ! 

We pray Thee now for this our suffering Queen, 
That Thou wouldst pardon all her past transgressions, 
And if at times too hasty in her judgments, 
For which we may not judge her, only Thou, 
(Omniscient Father and all seeing God,) 
That thou wilt judge her very mercifully, 
And through the blood of thy most Holy Son, 
Wilt wash away blood-guiltiness, and give her 
An entrance in Thy pure and perfect kingdom 
Of rest and peace and joy, 

Queen E. {^ofily) Amen. 

After an interval, Qxjeen Elizabeth dies. 

Attendant. She's gone and all the glory, of this pale 
earth. 
Is gone along with her. She was a woman. 
Of queenly presence, and of kingly power 
To govern this round globe. Our little England, 
She has exalted to a state and place. 
Above all other nations. — Oh my God I 
Grant her a fitting place, where she may praise thee. 
For ever, and for ever. 

Chorus, Gone is England's glory, 

Quenched is England's might, 



46 QUEEN ELIZABETH. 

5 

Her name's a household story, 
A tower in the fight. 
While roll the Ocean surges, 
While swell the British seas. 
They do but sing sweet dirges, 
Her spirit to appease. 
When foemen come in battle. 
Our children to oppress. 
They'll need* no other war-cry. 
Than this our good Queen Bess. 

[Exeunt omnes. 



Erratum — Exeunt in page 7 should read Exit. 



THE END. 
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